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President Stillman sald any banker
to make an error.  Aunt Cas-
ARIaes,
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wind that Llows good to

pobiody The “glass-pul-in” man will
have plenty to do for a while in Rus-
sin,

An Engl!lah clerevman says that
moeat makes man immoral, This may
expinin why (bhe trust is boosting the
price,
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It Is found that Mrs, Chadwlicld's ns-
gets amount to about RIG0.4G0M.  Fool
Ish woman Think of the fun she
might have had with that much
money.
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The Deoqa.
Th» dog's n funny animal,
Domestientod Kind,
wiille he wenra hils teeth before
v woars s smile bohind:
+ geems gquite paradoxical,
s wagglsh—you won't fall
o pote howe'er n cunine’'s snulle
Is Just o wongging tall.

I used to know a lttle dog

Who smiled on me ench night,
When 1 returned from my dav's work
Il tall wogeed with dellght;

whiis 0 Jovous, happy dog—

]
Ml one day;
in.

Oh. children, all e good o dogs,
And 1o my warning hark;
Don't twist thoelr talls nor
pups
"Tis wrong to wreek a bark;
Don't look a big dog In the cye
(Your courage well might fnili)
To learn if he thinks well of you
Wateh If he wags his tall
—Houston Post,
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Some Queer Cradles.

A cradle. Weil, perhaps you might
not ecall it that, but the little Lapp
haby 18 quite satlsfled with it. Not
only his nights but his days as well
are spent in this funny ecradle, which

N

o
-~ - 4

wad e

ig really only a piece of wood, hol-
lowed out and shaped like a boat,

He has nothing but dry moss to lie
on, and no clothes whatever to cover
his little naked body, but ha is as
cozy as possible under the soft moss
and warm reindeer skin which his
ecareful mother spreads over him.
Generally, he 1s hung up by cords to
the of the hut, or rather his
cradle is, but sometimes it s tied
on his mother’s back. When the fam-
ily siart on a journey it is swung on

side

the horns of a reindeer, and the baby |

has a good time, and sees all the
sipghts
The little Eskimo lives and sleeps
in his mother's fur hood. He, too,
wears no ¢lothes, but i quite warm in
the soft fur, When he becomes
stronger he crawls up and peeps out.
Some RMussinn eradles are made of
womnd or braided rushes, lined inside
and out with skirs. These have llds
whieh are left open In summer and
closed in winter. Baby might smother
In these quarters wera it not for the
fittle skin covered hole In the top,
which the mother opens once in a
while to let in the
Thore other kinds of Russian
cradles, Some, |like baskets, may be
eet on the gound; others hang on the
walls, nnd still others the mothers
earry nhoit the flelds as they do thelr
These last have canoples over
lo shade them from the sun.
The little Comanche pappotse has

are

wiork.

Lhem

only a stralzsht plece of Dbearskin,
lacad up with a lttle plece sewead
Into the foot, to spend Its firgt days
in, yot it nover complains.

The little Sloux has a much finer

reating place, but even less comfort-

able, in my opinfon. It is & wooden
frame, painted yellow and studded
with Dbrass nalls, To this he is
strapped down tight. Above him is

hurg a wooden” hoop, with little bells,

feathers, bright pieces of tinsel, and
rags, These are his playthings., A
rreat turtle shell is the cradle for
some South California bables. When

a few months old the baby s placed

nstride it2 mother's shoulders, its legs |

hanging down dn front.

With Bottle and Goblet.
l Tell your company that you have a
hottle and a goblet, both full to the
biim of water, and that you are go-
ing to empty the goblet by means of
the bottle without taking a drop of
water from the latter.

|  Thig Is the way to prepare for it
I‘L'.'t:l- a red hot wire bore twa holes
through 2 cork and Into them Iinsert
l"n straws, one of them extending
nhave the cork as hgh as the poblet
! deep, the other about Lwice as
high
Now, with a Hitle knesded bread
or wax close the upper end of the

shorter gtraw and then force the cork
Into the mouth of the bottle until the
watef spurts out through the longer
straw

Moeanwhile you have the goblet of
walor ¢n the table near you, and also
a hasin or bow! and a palr of scissors.
Holl the goblet over the bausin with
vour left hand, and with your right
the bottle upside down, putting
shorter siraw (uside the goblat.
do this have some one tnke
solgsors and cut off the closed
end of the shorter straw. Water will
1l once hegin to run out of the longer
straw Into the basin, and will con-
tinue to run untll the goblet 18 empty.
You must. of course, hold the bottle
40 that the short straw will reach
down to the bottom of the goblet.
This Is slmply the operation of a
siphon.
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Game of Hen, Chickens and Hawlks.
As many boys and girls as choose
ran play in this ganme at one time,
One player s picked out to act as
hen, Another of the same sire and
welght is selected to be the hawk.

BUI0 Uy LG m

necessary fresh ailr, :

The player representing the hen
puts a red handkerchief around his
head, if he ean gel one, or in absence
of guch a thing, he trus=es his coat up
behind with a plece of string to rep-
resent the short, perky tall of a hen.
The player who represents the hawk
covers his head with a black or white
handkerchief, and swings his arms

during the game to represent the
hawk's pinlons.
All the other players reprosent

chicks, and children of all pees maj
join. All the chicks get behind the
hen, elustering just as chicks do In a
barnyard, and all keep their eyes on
the hawk,

He must approach the chicks to try
to carry off one at a time. The hen
must try to head him off, whichever
way he may come, The chicks must
dodge the hawk In every possible way,
but they mugt also try never to run
from behind the shelter of the hen,

The hawk naturally tries to “eut
out” one of the chicks antd chase it
away from the hen. Then the hen,
still trying to keep all the other chicks

behind her, tries to save the fléeing
chick by interposing.
There ir lots of chance here for

clever tricks and swift play. The more
rearly the players copy the actions of
renl hawks and chickens, the more
teresting the game will be,

Falling Picture Was Fire Alarm.

An extraordinary Incldent marked
a fire outhreak a short time ut
StMngers’ Hall, Norwich, Enginnd, an
historie bullding which s <ne of the
city “show places.” The fire was dis-
covereéd In the ecareiaker’s room,
where a beam in the chimney was
found blazing, and waz removed by
the fire brigade., It appears that the
caretaker wase aroused by a erash, and
on going downstairs, he found the low-
eér room filled with smoke, It was dis-

ftgo

the fall of a pleture which *had been
hanging over the mantelplece.

Bretty Valentine Idea.

o My cnlmg rakald -
Co the smect Liife 9.-:‘
T adore

c2al Wandered Far Inland.
While going the round of his hirsel,

¢ short time ago, Jolin Mﬂc!_luuulti,]

| Glendale, Scotland, shepherd to the
Congested Districts Board, discovered
| 4 seal high up among the hills, and at
a distance of about a mile from the
nearest arm of the sea. The animal,

which was exceptionally large, and

This little courtler presents his lady
love with flowers on St. Valentine's
| day.
| Paint the whole valentine as’dainti-
1y as you can. The ribbon arcund

apotlessly white, resented the inter-
ruption of the shepherd and his canine
followers, A fleree combat ensued,
and as the seal persistently refused to
surrender, the brave islesman was re-
luctantly obliged to give it the happy
degpatch. What Induced the clumsy
amphibian to wander so far from Iis
native element It is diMeult to sur-
mize. It is hinted that the presence
of such an unusual visitant among the
insular hills portends some grave pub
lic ealamity or revolution.

Not So Hard.
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Cun jou draw this pentagon and its
dingonals without taking up your pens
cil nod without retracing a siogle

lue?

Queer Tidbits,
How many ol you have ever tasted

coverad that the erash was caused by i

eakes of ants? No, not the kind made
by aunts, but with ants. The children

of other countries are as fond of
eakes made of these inscets as the
Niew Fpeland boys and girls are ol

""‘ll”'-l"'-'.

In Afriea the natives wansh the ante
and fry them in butter very much as
would fritters. These cakes are
resarded great dellcacies, and In
that land are <ald to taste like nuts

In Indin ants are mixed in a batier
and baked llke cookies. In Brazil ante
are grilled and the people eat them
ilke marrops (chestnuts).

The Romans gathered white worms
from the leaves and trees of the
acacla plant and cooked them. These
worms were eaten allve hy some Aus-
trallan tribes, who say they taste like
enws,

The Chinese fatten the white worms
found on cabbage by fedding them
aprles and hananas., This diet Is sup-
posed to give them a hetter flavor.

Little peasant chiidren In remote
| parts of Europe catch bhees, pull them
apart and suck the honey. They
think if cardy is fiying about in the
air they might as well help themselves
to it

wo
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Magnanimous Victar,
This Is a story of a spelilug class

China:

The youngest of the children had,
by hard study, contrived to keep his
place so long that he seemed to claim
it by right of possession. Growing
ton gelf-confldent, howeyer, he relaxed
his efforts, end one !!a}' missed a
word, which wns Immediately spelled
Ly the boy standing next to him.

The face of the victor expressed
the triumph he felt, yet he made no
move toward taking the place, and
when urged to do so, firmly refused,
gaying:

“No, me not go;
Mum's heart solly.”

That was even better than the apol
| ogy by Whittler's little friend, whe
L was sorry she spelled the word, and
hated to go above him—but went.—
Golden Rule.
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A VALENTINE TO PAINT.

the edge may be colored differently ¢
the two sides. Cut It out and paste
on a larger sheet of paper or card-
board, and you have a valeatine oy
ona will be delighted to get.

-

The death of John F. Coyle, once a
wellknown newspaper man in New
York, at the age of 84 years, recalls a
valuable chapter In history which he
did not relate until twenty-five years
after the assassination of President
Lineoln,

Coyle was editor of the famous Na-
tional Intelligencer at Washington dur-
ing the eivil war. He and Ford, who
owned the theater where Lincoln was
shot, were fast frlends. Coyle was
arrested three times and badgered
merellessly In an effort to make him
tell about the plot, of which he knew
nothing except that Booth was his
(good friend. His innoeence of knowl-
edge hefore the fact was clearly es-
|tablished, and he was finally allowed
to go free,

Coyle told this story, as he gtated, to
gtop the falsehoods which were eireu-
lated about his meeting with Wilkes
Booth on the morning of the assassma-
tion and about a letter which Booth
bwrote to him before he fired the fatal
bullet,

“On the morning of April 14, 1865, [
was conversing with Major Thomas
Donoho, when Wilkes Booth joined us.
Later Booth and I went into a near-
by restaurant and there he sald to
me:

' “'Buppose Lincoln should be killed
or die, what would be the result?

“Johngon would suceeed
there would be no change,' 1 replied.
“Then Gov, Seward would come next
I belleve. All that is provided for by
law.'

“As I remembered it afterward,
Booth grew excited and sald: *“But if

him;

all could be swept away, what then?

“:Anarchy and chaos,” 1 sald, "but
such a thing could never happen. They
don't make Brutuses nowndays.'

“iNo, no, he replied. *They don't'
and abruptly left me,

“This conversation made no lmpres-
slon on my mind. ‘That night, while
on my way to the offices of the Na-
tional Intelligencer, 1 heard of the as
sassination. Already there was a ru-
mor of a letter having been glven by
Booth to some cne, who was instruct-
ed to deliver it to me. The fact, too,
of my having been seen with him that
morning was generally known and
commented upon. It rendered me un-
pleasantly and dangerously conspicu-
ous during the reign of terror.

“It was generally belleved that [
had received the letter. But that re-
mained a mystery until the winter of
1865, when John Matthews, a well-
known actor and my friend, told me
that Booth nad glven him a sealed
package and reguested him if he did
not hear from him to the contrary te
dellver it to me on the following day.

After the assassination Matthews
opened the letter and read it. Upon
coftsideration he burned it, Matthews

dld not remember the entire text, but
he told me that the concluding lines
were these: ‘I know 1 shall be con-
demned for my net at the Fﬂmvnt
time, but I am willing to trust to his-
tory and posterity for the vindication

f my name and motives.'

“This is the whole story of my mect-
with Wilkes Booth and all the
hnowledpe I have of the letter he
wrote,”

ing

He Knew Memphis Lawyers

Rice Patterson,
Distrier of

Malcolm
nis the Tenth

Honerable
~vho repres:

Tonnosseo in the lower house of Con-
gross, and who describes himself in
the Congressional Directory as a

Democrat by faith and a lawyer by
profession, tolls a gocd jolie on him-
self.

During the past summer, Mr. Pat-
torson wandered into the interior of
his rative state, and one morning he
drifted into a small township where

« asled

!

a friend was holding eourt. Tha star |

performer at the session

was a ven- |

the old man If he had recover-
el his watch and if so to produce it
in eourt. The darky shifted uneasils
and then, diving down in his jeans,
produced a wateh, wrapped In several
layers of tissue paper.

“Bring the watch here,” said
Pattorzon, “1 would like to see it

The old man shambled up to the
Jndge’'s bepch and leaning over saild,
in a perfectly audible volee: *“Judge,
is that man one of them lawyer fel-
lers from Memphis?' The judge an-
swoered in the affirmative. Then the
darky sguared around and faced the

Mr,

erable darkey, who had caused 11'1'..-[ honcrable member of Conpgress,

arrest of an equally ancient crony
on charge of having attempted to pil-
fer his watch.

The old man described dramati-
cally how the two had a few drinks
of gin; that his companion had en-
gaged him in carnest conversation
and then had attempted to extract
his watch and fob, Everything went
againat the defendant, and he was
ghout to be sgent down when Mr. Pat-
terson, with the judge's permlission,

|
|
!
|

“Now, you Jjest looke here, sah,”
ke said, "l ain't a-zoin' fur to let you
hab my watch; no, sah, not eben for
a minute, T think a sight ob at
wateh, and my ole massy done give
it to me befo' T was done set free, If
de jedge wants to e it, I'll done give
it to him, but there ain't no lawyer
man from Memphis goin' to git he's
hans on dat watch. No, sah; I done
reckon I'd ebber git it back ergain.”
—Brooklyn Eagle,

Seeing Faults of Others

The only thing that can easily he
found where it does not exist Is fault.
That {5, vou can ecsily find it in
others. But in yourself, though you
be blackened with it, you can’t see it
s0 casily.

If the other fellow has a fanlt—
and sometimes if he hasn’t—you are
guick to percelve it.

Yout incessantly find fault with the
weatner, It |s elther too warm or too
cold, too wet or too dry, too sunny or
too clondy, and you bave a good deal
to say about It

And the times never suit you. It's
either hard times, or else some other
people are making too much money
by the methods you don't know any-
thing about and so don't approve,
Deep in your subconsclousness you
are quite sure that money-making
which you can’t comprehend sapd can't
imitate can’'t be honest,

faet, you may confess to yourself that
you are unabie to vote with renl dis-
erimination for county sheriff, but
vou do think you know all about ran-

ning the natlonal government and
sottling all international differences.
You may be loudly preaching for

world-wide peace, when you ean't get
along amicably with your own wife.
You méy not be able successfully to
run a little corner grocery, but vou
think yon know all about regulating

the big trusts. You don't know what
are the elements of failure in your
own business affairs, but you think

you know just exactly what are the
faults of the great railroads,

The trouble with you Is easlly dlas-
nosed. It is one of the most common
disorders under the sun. You are
“farsighted"” in your mental vislon.
You sce only the things that are be-
yond the reach of your hands ard are
blind to those that lie about you. You
see the faults of the other fellow, but

|  And the government is all wromng,

ltoo, in your opinlon. As a matler of not your own.—Atlanta Journal

| f Life’'s T i
One of Life’s Tragedies
—— — = -~ — e =

They found her stark, and celd and dead,
It that dark prison cell,

Neglocted and forsaken, old
And marred past tongue to tell

Surreunded by grim spectral shapes
That mocked her where she fell

How fared ake to this dismal place?
How came she here to die?

From whit sweel, fowered way of youth
And ghlhood, long gone by,

Came she to this barred room of hell
Upon these stones to le?

From what white skles to these of gloom,
From what bright world and fair

From what dear arms of love te this
Grim silence and despair?

So lke u withered leaf she lies,
And who Iy there to care?

Far back in some white cradie, she
Gased In & mother's eyes,

And smiled und Hited dimpled hands
In wondering surprise,

And In her syes there was a hint
Of yonder azure skies.

“A few weeks ago, just before |
loft for Denver, we had venison for
dinner which our cook killed with his
fist. Game ls so plentiful that all
one has to do is wo stand on his back
porch and use a revolver to obtain
almost anything in the way of meat
that one could wish for.”

H. W. Lang, vice president of the
Denver-Honduras Banana company,
was telling of the attractions of his
Honduras home,

“The manver In which our cook
obtained the venison was this,” con-
tinued Mr. Lang, “We had been hav-
ing high water In the Ulwa river,

Then came the dawn of womanhood,

And life was rare and sweet,
The pathway reaching dowy the years,
Seemed towersd at her Peer;

A curtuin hid this awful scene,
This moment of defeat.

8o epme at lust the bitter end,
And on & bitter night

Crim denth stialked Iin unheralded,
In majesty of might,

Anid smole the prison house of clay,
To give her spirit fight.

And what of all her wasted years,
With hope once highly fraught?

And wus she born Into this world
To suffer and for naught,

A blinded thing that blindly groped
And in a web was caught?

They found her stark and cold and dead,
In that dark prison cell,
Neglected and Jurulﬂvn. old
And marred past tongue te tell,
Surrounded by grim spectral shapes
That mocked her where she fell.
~LChicago Chronlele,

Fist Blow Killed Deer

which flows through our plantatios,
and one morning our cook noticed &
herd of half a dozen deer swimming
across It. He jumped In & canoe, and
killed one with a blow of his fist.
However, deer are pot the only game
whiich we have a chance to try a shot
al,

“Leopards, alligators, beautiful
tropical birds of every desecription,
snakes of wonderful hues, are all
nume ous. Wild ducks ean be secur
ed Iu plenty—a few hours' shooting
brougit me fitty the other day, and
parrols, which make excellent eating,
having mueh the flavor of squabs,
are also plentiful."-—Denver Post,
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